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it up with. She and Evelyn Ansdell were the only two
people here I've ever envied, because they both contrived
to have an exciting life all the time, even if they were
absurd. I think I shall have to find a nice little Ivor."
And Miss Matfield gave a short laugh.
4'You don't lead a double life or anything of that
kind, do you, Matfield?" Miss Morrison inquired, almost
wistfully,
"Heavens, no! What do you mean?"
4'Let's have another cigarette, shall we? Make a night
of it. I only meant—well, it's a compliment really—"
"It doesn't sound like one."
"Well, I meant that you looked as if you had a more
interesting sort of life going on somewhere. You go
down to your office in the City—it is in the City, isn't
it?—yes, I remember you're telling me it was—and you
come back here and don't seem to do anything much,
but at the same time you look quite alive, as if some-
thing's happening somewhere/'
"It isn't." Miss Matfield laughed, then lit her cigar-
ette. "I wish it was. All perfectly dull, respectable,
ordinary. A typical Burpenfield existence."
"Oh, foul! Well, I'm disappointed in you, I really
am, Matfield. I've been suspecting some time that you
were a dark horse. Tell me, what sort of men are there
in that office of yours. Did I ever tell you I was in the
City once? I nearly died. I don't believe it was a typical
City place at all, though I was only there a week. There
were four men there, two young ones with adenoids and
whin} voices, who always called me 'Miss,* and two
older ones with red faces and waxed moustaches, who
either shouted at me at the top of their voices or came
o^er slimy and breathed down my neck and put their

